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The wind being contrary next day., we were obliged to
row all the time, and the following night the sea became so
stormy that I resolved to put into Mentone. My two pretty
friends were ill; and as for my unfortunate brother, he
could not hold his head up. We all went to the inn. The
landlord told me the Prince and Princess of Monaco were
at Mentone, and I decided to pay them a visit. I had not seen
the prince for thirteen years. He was a bachelor in those
days, but was now married, and father of two sons. He had
married the Marquise de Brignoles, a great heiress. I was
kept waiting a long time in the prince's ante-chamber; and
when at last he appeared, he greeted me coldly, though I
addressed him as 'your highness,3 a title no one gave him
in Paris.
'It was bad weather that drove you in here?' he asked.
cYes, prince, and with your permission I shall spend a day
in your delicious town/ (I thought it anything but deli-
cious! )
cAs you please; the princess and I both like it better than
Monaco.'
'I hope your highness will present me to the princess.'
Without even mentioning my name, he ordered a page
who was standing by to present me to his wife, and the page,
opening the door of a large room, said, 'There is the prin-
cess.3
She was at her piano, singing, but rose on seeing me and
came forward. I was obliged to announce myself, which is
always disagreeable; but her manners were so elegant that
she speedily overcame my embarrassment. She was beautiful,
as I have said, affable, and talented. Her mother, who knew
the prince well, and knew that he would not make her
happy, had opposed the marriage, but was obliged to give
way when her infatuated daughter said—
(O Monaco o monact? (*Either Monaco or a convent3).
We were talking on various subjects, when one of the
waiting-maids ran into the room, laughing and screaming,
the prince following close on her heels. The princess affected.

